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BUT in the meanwhile, that mountain-snow-begotten
lady sat melancholy by the lonely pool. And she
sat on a slab of dark blue rock, that jutted over the
water, bending a little backwards, leaning on her
straight right arm, with the other laid upon her lap,
and her two small feet crossed together, hanging over
the lake, which lay absolutely still, as if it feared to
lose, by untoward agitation, the images so beautifully
painted on its glass. So as she drooped, with head
a little on one side, and eyes fixed upon the water, a
great bright tear stole slowly from under her long
lashes, and hung for an instant on her cheek, before
it fell into the pool.

And at that very moment, she heard, high up above
her head, the scream of a wild swan. And she looked
up, and saw him, as he shot like an arrow down into
the water, and ran along its surface, throwing up, like
a silver plough, a crystal spray, till at length he re-
mained quiet on the bosom of the lake.